The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 


About Grandmas home made wine the Grand Children liked to sneak in and take a sip when the 
adult was not looking 


Once upon a time, nestled in a small countryside village, there lived a charming grandma named 
Clara. She was known throughout the town for her warm smile, kind heart, and her exceptional 
talent for making homemade wine. Clara's vineyard flourished with luscious grapes, their 
clusters heavy with promise, ready to be transformed into her delightful elixir. 

Clara's grandchildren, Emily and Jake, adored their visits to her cozy cottage. They spent 
countless hours exploring the vast garden, chasing butterflies, and playing hide-and-seek among 
the vineyard's trellises. But their secret excitement always lay in the hidden cellar, where 
Grandma Clara stored her precious wines. 

The cellar held a mystique that fascinated the young siblings. Bottles of various shapes and sizes 
were meticulously arranged on wooden shelves, their labels weathered and aged like fine 
artifacts. Clara would lovingly tend to her collection, crafting the perfect concoctions year after 
year. 

It didn't take long for Emily and Jake to notice the subtle change that came over the adults when 
they indulged in Grandma Clara's wine. Laughter filled the air, stories flowed freely, and 
worries seemed to melt away. Curiosity gnawed at the children, and they yearned to taste the 
magical elixir for themselves. 

One sunny afternoon, when the adults gathered in the garden, sipping their glasses of wine and 
exchanging tales, Emily and Jake seized the opportunity to explore the cellar undisturbed. They 
tiptoed down the creaking wooden stairs, their eyes wide with anticipation. 

Gazing upon the rows of shimmering bottles, they whispered to each other, plotting their plan. 
Jake, the older and braver of the two, carefully selected a bottle from the middle shelf. The label 
depicted a vibrant red grape, promising a flavor that set their taste buds tingling. With trembling 
hands, he popped the cork, allowing the aroma to fill the air. 

The sweet scent of fermented grapes intoxicated their senses as Emily and Jake poured a tiny sip 
into their respective glasses. The liquid shimmered like a jewel, tempting them further. They 
clinked their glasses together, giggling mischievously before bringing them to their lips. 

The first sip brought an explosion of flavors, as if their taste buds had unlocked a hidden 
treasure trove. They tasted notes of summer sunshine, laughter, and secrets shared. The 
forbidden wine danced on their tongues, leaving them longing for more. 

As the siblings indulged in their secret adventure, unbeknownst to them, Grandma Clara stood at 
the cellar entrance, observing them with twinkling eyes. She had suspected their curious nature, 
their longing to experience the magic of her craft. And so, she decided to turn a blind eye, 
allowing them a taste of her prized creations. 

Days turned into weeks, and weeks into months, as the tradition of the secret sips continued. 
Emily and Jake developed a deeper appreciation for the craftsmanship and love that went into 
each bottle. They learned to recognize the distinct flavors, the nuances that made Clara's wine a 
masterpiece. 

One day, as the children grew older and their secret adventures became a distant memory, they 
mustered the courage to confess their clandestine escapades to Grandma Clara. They found her 
tending to the grapevines, her hands wrinkled with age but still agile. 

With a gentle smile, she listened to their tale, nodding knowingly. She shared how, as children, 
she too had snuck sips of her own grandfather's wine, passing down a tradition that bridged 
generations. Her understanding washed away their guilt, replacing it with a bond strengthened 
by shared experiences. 


From that day forward, Emily and Jake no longer needed to sneak sips of Grandma Clara's wine. 
They were invited to partake in the magic openly, embracing their place within the legacy of her 
craft. Together, they celebrated the beauty of family, tradition, and the simple pleasures that 
bind generations together. 

And so, in that quaint countryside village, the aroma of Clara's homemade wine continued to 
enchant all who tasted it. The vineyard flourished, and the legacy of secret sips lived on, a 
cherished memory passed down through the ages. 

By Donald Jay. 


